The King of the Scamps. 


E Bucks that belong to my beat, 
I'd have you to liſten awhile, 
To the Song J am going to fing, 
III be bound it will make you to ſmile, 
When that you've heard it, you'll fay, 
In my praiſe they fo often do fing 
For often I've been in the beat, 
But I never was yet taken in. 


Tother night as I ramb led along 
pick'd up a Froe of the Town, 
Taik'd ner if ſhe would go home 
She told me the price was Crown, 
Then home with her quickly I went 
Such Pleaiure before I'd never ſeen. 
She began for to dama and to blaſt, 
So call'd her an impudent Quean. 
I prey now get out of my Houfe, 
Don't keep ſuch a bullucking here, 
Why than blaſt me ll Kick up a duſt, 
You Bawdy-houſe-keeping old mars, 
Tho' I've been one Clerken-well ſpies, 
You know I'm the King of the ſcamps 
If I don't mill your glaize d-mn my Eyes, 
Or elſe flaſh the rig with your lamps 


No bawd, nor no Bully in Town, 
Shall e'er my ſtaunch maxims defy, 
For the duds that I wear are my own, 
And I ſhall be flaſh by and by. 
It's my liberty only I prize, 
I'm a Lad that will never decamp, 
If you're ſaucy I'll ſew up your eyes, 
And be flaſh to the rig of your lamp. 


Murder, murder, the watchman was call'd 
To take me from the arms of my punck 
Where l to the watch-houſe was bawl'd, 
Tho by Job I was almoſt dead drunk, 
There I tipp'd them a notional ſwig, 
Till 3 from their noddles were 
ed, 
Faſt aſleep fell each drowſy old frig, 
So contented I ſtroll'd home to- bed. 


